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by romance Orelio, and the horned helmet lying on
the banks of the river, and never again did they see
Roderich the last of the Goths.
The Arab historians declare that " Allah slew him
by the hand of Tharyk f but Mousa sent to the Khalif
Walyd what was supposed to be his head preserved in
camphor: but Spanish story gives him another fate.
Roderich was one of those princes whom their people
could never believe to have perished. Here is his
lament in one of the beautiful old national ballads,
as translated by J. G. Lockhart :
The hosts of Don Rodrigo were scattered in dismay,
When lost was the eighth battle, nor heart nor hope had they;
He, when he saw the field was lost, and all his hope was flown,
He turned him from his flying host and took his way alone.
His horse was bleeding, blind, and lame, he could no farther go,
Dismounted, without path or aim, the king stepped to and fro.
It was a sight of pity to look on Roderick,
For sore athirst and hungry he staggered faint and sick.
All stained and strewed with dust and blood, like to somO smoul-
dering brand
Pluck'd from the flame, Rodrigo shew'd. His sword was in his
hand;
But it was hacked into a saw of dark and purple tint;
His jewell'd mail had many a flaw, his helmet many a dint.
He climbed unto'a hill-top, the highest he could see,
Thence all about of that wild route his last long look took he.
He saw his royal banners where they lay drenched and torn,
He heard the cry of victory, the Arabs' shout of scorn.
He look'd for the brave captains that had led the hosts of Spain,
But all were fled except the dead, and who could count the slain?
Where'er his eye could wander, all bloody was the plain ;
And while thus he said the tears he shed ran down his cheeks
like rain:

